THE SILENCE OF MAUGLAIVES

At the sound of his voice the hinds started,, and in their beautiful
eyes, the great eyes of blind princesses, appeared a sudden gleam of
panic; the stag turned his head and quivering nostrils towards the
men; then the herd moved away at a slow, dignified trot, the hinds
huddling together, the stag bringing up the rear.

"Monsieur must not think of it any more. Monsieur must forget
everything, as if it had not happened," said Laverdure; "and remember
only what I told him,.. Now we can go home. It's the normal
hour..."

Gabriel had the feeling that his thought was moving on several levels
at the same time.

"As if it had not happened..." There was one level of Gabriel's
thought in which, indeed, the disordered memories of this frightful
night were no different from nightmare, or the visionary imaginings
of drunkenness. At any moment someone would shake him by the
arm, crying: "Gome on, wake up!" and nothing would have altered;
and Gabriel would continue to be jealous of Francois and to torture
Jacqueline.

But on another level there were fragments of certain knowledge;
there was the lipstick on his handkerchief, proving the existence of the
prostitute; there were slender pieces of evidence which thrust his
memories into the domain of the real, the accomplished, the irremedi-
able. Gabriel remembered a letter; did he merely imagine he had
written it, or had he written it? As long as nobody found it!

And finally there was another level on which Gabriel was preparing
to pretend stupefaction and despair, to reply to the questions of the
police; even to be arrested for murder.

"What did you do with the slot?" Gabriel asked hoarsely.

"I put it back in its place in the car, Monsieur le Comte."

"Very good," replied Gabriel, as if the huntsman had merely per-
formed one of the duties for which he was employed.

Then Gabriel realized that this man, this servant, was trying to save
his honour and his life.

"Thank you, Laverdure," he said in a low voice.

"Oh, Monsieur's got nothing to thank me for, I did it; but I couldn't
really say why. Besides, it's not certain it'll succeed."

As they emerged from the undergrowth the huntsman, conscientious
from habit, broke a branch at the edge of the ride to mark the stag's
track.
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Gabriel and Laverdure were on their way back to Mauglaives when
Charlemagne, the kennelman, came running breathlessly to meet them.
"Monsieur le Comte, Monsieur le Comte," he cried, "there's been
a terrible accident!"
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